To tell of deed and bond between them, and

The way she was enfeoffed of all his land;

Or to hear tell of all her rich array.

But finally was come the happy day

When to the church together they two went,

There to receive the holy sacrament.

Forth came the priest with stole about his neck,

Saying of Rebecca and Sarah she should reck

For wisdom and for truth in her marriage;

And said his orisons, as is usage,

And crossed diem, praying God that He should bless,

And made all tight enough with holiness.

Thus are they wedded with solemnity,
And at the feast are sitting, he and she,
With other worthy folk upon the dais.
All full of joy and bliss the palace gay is,
And full of instruments and viandry,
The daintiest in all of Italy.
Before them played such instruments anon
That Orpheus or Theban Amphion
Never in life made such a melody.

With every course there rose loud minstrelsy,
And never Joab sounded trump, to hear,
Nor did Theodomas, one half so clear
At Thebes, while yet the city hung in doubt.
Bacchus the wine poured out for all about,
And Venus gaily laughed for every wight
For January had become her knight,
And would make trial of his amorous power
In liberty and in the bridal bower;
And with her firebrand in her hand., about
Danced she before the bride and all the rout
And certainly I dare right well say this,
That Hymenaeus, god of wedded bliss,
Ne'er saw in life so merry a married man.
Hold thou thy peace, thou poet Marcian
Who tellest how Philology was wed
And how with Mercury she went to bed,
And of the sweet songs by the Muses sung.
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